PART ONE

As USUAL* old man Falls had brought John Sartoris
into the room with him, had walked the three miles in
from the county Poor Farm, fetching, like an odor, like
the clean dusty smell of his faded overalls, the spirit of
the dead man into that room where the dead man?$ soa
sat and where the two of'them, pauper and banker,
would sit for a half an hour in the company of him
who had passed beyond death and then returned.

Freed as he was of time and flesh* he was a far more
palpable presence than either of the two old men who
sat shouting periodically into one another's deafness
while the business of the bank went forward in the next
room and people in the adjoining stores on either side
listened to the indistinguishable uproar of their voices
coming through the walls. He was far more palpable
than the two old men cemented by a common deafness
to a dead period and so drawn thin by the slow attenua-
tion of days; even now, although old man Falls had
departed to tramp the three miles back to that which
he now called home, John Sartoris seemed to loom still
in the room, above and about his son, with his bearded,
hawklike face, so that as old Bayard sat with his
crossed feet propped against the corner of the cold
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